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FIRST PLACE: SHORT STORY 
THERE IS SINGING IN THE BLUE FOREST 
by J. Dani,el Byford 
Pressed by the wind, Garland numbly rubbed a thin hand 
across his face. At any moment he expected it to crack and fly 
from him in shards to the dusty trail behind them. The jeep 
leaped wildly over a ridge and slammed down hard on its old 
springs. Next to him, Boresleeve the Peddler laughed with each 
tight jerk of a deep rut or dip. Garland gripped the rusted roll 
bar above him, his breathing strained in the frigid evening air. 
With each violent bounce the loose-jointed jeep seemed doomed 
to a quick and helpless destruction. 
Boresleeve worked savagely at the wheel. Yanking first one 
way, then another, he directed the careening vehicle across 
boulder strewn hills towards a vast and thickly wooded 
peneplain. 
An invisible, icy hand tugged at Garland's yellow hair; 
holding it tightly above and behind his head, wrestling it to 
furious mats and tangles. He ground his teeth against the 
driver's antics and did his best to adjust his green eyes to the 
cold sting of rushing air. He would have voiced his discomfort 
had he not been sure that his words would be lost in the roar of 
the engine, or be snatched by the wind. Besides, he detested 
shouting. 
Boresleeve, sensing the other's thoughts, only laughed 
harder. "Won't be long," he yelled between ruts and drove 
faster. 
Slowly the hills blended, their swells lying lower and lower, 
as the jeep approached the rough plain. The ruts were not so 
deep; the boulders not so numerous. Before them lay the 
beginnings of the Blue Forest and its silence came upon them 
like the rush of a spring rain. It was no scraggly thrust o
wintry fur, nor knotted pine; but an unrestrained unfolding o 
various varieties, glossed in a calm ·and shadow-stealing blue. 
So commanding upon their sight, it was, that they rode
transfixed, imprisoned within its turquoise dream. 
And so, when Garland first saw her, sitting cross-legged o
a tall, slender jut of rock, he presumed it to be only anothe 
dark vision. Only when she raised both hands high above her
as if in offering to the sky, did his whole being become aware o
her. 
"There!" he shouted, stabbing a wild finger towards th 
figure they approached. 
Standing up on the narrow board substituted for a brak






















































We are the dull Gods 
We are the hungry Gods 
We are the slayers of hollow wind 
The eaters of soft, blue trees! 
Over and over the dim chant repeated in Garland's head. In 
his fading vision, Garland saw the outstretched arms of the 
wizard, Halfmoon, and heard him shout: '"The Gods! We are 
the Gods! I am God!" And then he slipped from the bus on a 
thin wisp of ebon fog and blended into the darkness. 
. She took him by the hand in the Blue Forest and put to his
hps a small flower that he was to eat. It was delicious. Nothing
he had ever eaten could compare to it. Her face was smooth and
t�anquil; her eyes like endless paths of blue. But when she
finally spoke there was a sense of urgency in her voice. "Run,"
she said and the word swam thickly and lazily about him. She
pulled upon his arm and they began a slow and dizzying gait,
but try as he may he could go no faster. "Run!" she repeated,
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the word reverberating in his mind. A look of fear came into 
her face, but all that Garland wished to do was to lie down and 
rest and let the swirling heavens pass on above him. And for 
her to sing him to sleep with a lovely song. "Run!" she cried and 
it was all he could do to keep his feet as they moved across a 
broad plain. Hard as he tried, it did him no good. The more 
effort he put into his steps, the slower they seemed to go. He 
felt leaden. He felt literally dragged by this mysterious 
creature whose once golden hair now began to turn an 
astonishing blue. "Run!" she screamed, her voice lined with 
fear. Garland began to stumble as she looked back across her 
shoulder. Her face was as blue as the heavens would ever be. 
"Moon!" she wailed. He went down in a whirl of slow motion. 
For a moment her hand still held fast to his and then it released 
him. Garland tumbled to the heaving ground, rolled, and lay 
face down. 
He lay for some time with his face against the swinging 
earth; clenching his hands hard upon it, trying to blend himself 
within it. Nowhere in the Universe dwelt anything solid. 
Nowhere in the world was there a color he could name. He 
pushed himself upon his back and watched the air about him 
turn. In and out it danced like cornstalks holding hands in the 
wind. Air upon air, swirl upon swirl; each untouchable tendril 
of smoke or cloud belonged to itself and to all. And then he 
heard the song again. It began low and indistinct, then lifted 
and floated him through the dancing mist above him. It was 
that same entrancing song he had heard near the grotto so long 
ago. And though he concentrated his very existence upon that 
lilting voice, it was ages before he came to realize that it issued 
from deep within his own throat. 
Garland awoke from a blue dream and faced a grinning 
nightmare. Above him, from where he lay on the low couch, 
Halfmoon stood poised, a golden dagger in his hand. 
"Think much before you move, my sleepy friend," he said, 
his voice a vicious snarl. "You are bound both hand and foot and 
I'll have your throat cut in a flash if you cause me trouble." 
Garland wished he had never awakened. Which was better 
-- blending dreams or living nightmares? Boresleeve was gone. 
The pots and pans had been taken down and lay scattered about 
the floor in mean order. It was raining, the sky wore ashen 
grey at mid morning. 
"Direct me to her lair, Eater of Seeds, or I'll soon make 
short work of your thin hide!" cried the impassioned figure 
looming above him. The wild eye worked excitedly outward 
like a bowled fish attempting escape. 
"Tell me or I'll split your heart!" he spit savagely. Dropping 
swiftly to one knee he pressed the dagger against Garland's 
chest just above his pounding heart, a hand about his throat. 
"First ... you must ... make for the ... Thin Valley ... " 
Garland answered, barely choking out the words. 
"Lying will only delay your end, not avert it!" assured the 
raving Halfmoon. 
"Make ... for the Valley," repeated Garland even less, 
audibly. Halfmoon leaped away, leaving him to catch at air. He 
jumped behind the wheel and the bus roared away. 
The road to the Valley wound about intermittent trees and 
boulders and was filled with ugly holes that made the bus sag 
and sigh. A particularly rough bounce loosened the dagger 
from the muttering Halfmoon's belt and it clattered to the floor, 
unnoticed in the bus's roar. Halfmoon pushed the bus harder 
than it had ever known. Up towards the waiting hills they 
sped, leaving a long trail of muddy ruts. With each bend or turn 
the small, golden dagger slid further back along the floor and 
closer to the trembling captive. Oblivious to anything but his 
own dark thoughts, Halfmoon slammed the bus even harder up 
the steepening hills. Garland could only watch helplessly as the 
weapon approached him. 
Garland finally had it! With a determined effort which 
surprised him, Garland held the icy dagger in his tightly bound 
hands and sawed at those upon his feet. The bus streaked along 
a narrow ridge. On his left a sheer wall rose to dizzying 
heights; to the right the road fell away to a slowly sloping 
greyness dotted with massive trees and rocks. 
The bus took a hard bounce, shoving Garland flatly against 
the wall. The door of the cabinet nearest him sprang wildly 
open and its contents emptied suddenly around him. One alone 
caught his eye: a Peddler's pouch, complete with belt! 
Garland's feet were free. Cautiously he began to creep 
towards his foe as quietly as possible. Then, with a leap, he 
stood directly behind him, the dagger held low, tip touching the 
madman's neck. 
"Stop this thing, or I lop off your head!" he shouted, trying 
hard to make his soft voice sound harsh and powerful. 
For a moment the startled Halfmoon said nothing. Then he 
began a rolling, raucous laugh that filled the entire bus and 
doubled back upon itself like crazed wind in a sorcerer's bottle. 
"Lop it off then, Seedeater, and we go to the bottom of this 
mud-stained gorge. Or stay awhile, as I believe you will, and 
we will soon be feasting with our friend, the Nymph! Or should 
I say feasting of her?" He laughed again loudly, maniacally. 
Garland stood pickled. What to do? The madman was right. 
Either way seemed utterly hopeless and -- his decision was 
made for him. For there, in the middle of the mud painted road, 
as if from nowhere, the Nymph of the Blue Forest stood, her 
face calm and passive. 
Halfmoon saw her in the next instant and from his throat 
came a most unexpected scream. 
"NO!" he shrieked, jerking the wheel at the last second with 
all his unreasoning strength. 
Down they went with an incredible roar from the doomed 
bus. Smashing a tree, the bus lost all its ancient glass with a 
terrible crash. It flipped to one side and continued for many 
yards in an awful roll, finally coming to rest on its battered top, 
caught by a tall and massive tree. The last tinkles of sharded 
glass; the almost human groan of the bus as it set itself upon the 
stolid trunk -- then silence. 
Garland's hands were still tied, but he was able to crawl 
shakily from the wreckage. Outside, near where the bus had at 
last foundered, the rain beat upon a dead, but still angry face. 
Halfmoon's good eye surveyed the ashen sky; the other eye, the 
wild one, had frozen to its farthest reach and seemed to stare 
directly, wickedly at Garland even in death. 
From somewhere above him there began a soft, but lovely 
song. Garland began to make his way up the scarred hill 
through scattered pots and pans and his mind filled with other 
thoughts than wild eyes and grey rain. 
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